A   BLACK   PATCH                    317

A BLACK PATCH ON LUCASTA'S FACE

DULL as I was, to think that a court fly
Presumed so near her eye.
When 'twas th' industrious bee
Mistook her glorious face for Paradise,
To sum up all his chemistry of spice;                         5

WTith a brave pride and honour led,
Near both her suns he makes his bed;
And, though a spark, struggles to rise as red;
Then emulates the gay

Daughter of day,                                       TO

Acts the romantic phoenix' fate;
When now, with all his sweets laid out in state,

Lucasta scatters but one heat,
And all the aromatic pills do sweat,
And gums, calcin'd, themselves to powder beat,        15
Which a fresh gale of air
Conveys into her hair;
Then chaf d he Js set on fire,
And in these holy flames doth glad expire;

And that black marble tablet there,                     20

So near her either sphere,
Was plac'd: nor foil, nor ornament,
But the sweet little bee's large monument.

ANOTHER

As I beheld a winter's evening air,

Curl'd in her court false locks of living hair,

Butter'd with jessamine the sun left there,

Galliard and clinquant she appear'd to give,
A serenade or ball to us that grieve,
And teach us a la mode more gently live.

But as a Moor, who to her cheeks prefers
White spots t' allure her black idolaters,
Methought she look'd all o'er bepatch'd with stars;